Jamie Blake, Poet.

“What now, Jamie?’ asked Mrs. Blake, as Jamie
passed through the kitchen with his pencil and pad of
writing paper.

“I'm going to write something,” answered Jamie,
Mrs, Blake stopped rolling pie crust, aud looked at him
in surprise. ** What are you going to write?’ she queried.

* Poetry."”

* Poetry ? What put it into your head to write poetry 7"’

““Oh, I don't know,” said Jamie. '‘I just feel like
writing some poetry ; that's all."”

“Don't you feel a bit like weeding the strawberry
bed ?"’ asked his mother, ‘I was hoping you would get
that done this morning."’

** I think I']] have time to do that, too,”’ he answered,
*I don’t think it will take me Jong to write my poetry."

Mrs. Blake resumel ber baking, but she kept casting
furtive glances at her little son. He had settled himself
in the kitchen doorway industriously sharpening his
pencil. When that was done he placed his pad on his
knee, and sat gazing out into the back yard. Then he
wrote a little on the pad. When he had read over several
times what he bad written, he tore off the sheet, crumpled
it into his pocket, gave a few more touches to the sharp-
ening of his pencil, and began all over again. Evidently
he was having no easy. time of it, and his mother smiled
as sbe watched him. His pencil annoyed him terribly ;
it had to be resharpened every minute. And every time
he sharpened it he began his poem over again on a fresh
sheet of paper. Finally he looked'around and caught his
mother smiling at him. ** Are you Jaughing at me?” he
inquired, himself langhing. :

‘ Why, no, I don"t think I was, unless I was laughing
to think what a fine thing it would be to have a great
poet in the family,” she returned,

“Idon't know as I am very much of a great poet,”
said Jamie, surveying” his pad critically, *I can't find
the name of any animal that will rhyme with ‘ woods.’
Can you think of any ?"

“I don’t believe I can,” said Mrs. Blake, slippinga
pie into the oven ; and she added, “‘ I am no poet at all ;
not the least bit of a one.” ;

Pretty soon Jamie tore off another sheet and put it in
his pocket, and laying aside his paper and pencil he
walked slowly toward the garden. *‘I am going to weed
those strawberries now,”” he. called back to his mother.
The weeding kept him busied until dinner time.

It was while she was clearing up the dinner table that
Mrs. Blake asked Jamie to let her see his poetry. Jamie
took a crumpled leaf from his pocket, and smoothed it
out slowly. *‘Itisn't very good,” he said, looking side-
ways at his mother, “and I don’'t know as I'want to
show it to anybody.”

“Oh, do let me see it,” she pleaded.

“ There is only two lines of it,"”" he said as he hafided
it over to her. *'I didn't get any further. I couldn't
think of the name of an animal that rhymed with woods.”

These were the two lines :

‘' Whiz, whiz, goes the arrow through the woods ;
It strikes the bear and the deer,”’

““That is pretty poor, isn't it?" he asked, after his
mother had read it over,

1 am afraid it is,"”" she assented, trying lo look very
doleful. *‘ But I see that you weeded the strawberries
just splendidly,” she added quickly and with a smile.
" All the poets and wise men in the world could not have
done it better ; I doubt if they could do it as well, There
is a'lesson in that you might take to yourself. See if
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felt sure that they would come to him when he was read;
for them, 3

As he came around the corner of Smith’e barn, he saw
Smith bimself, with some ge looking things hanging
from his shoulders, standing on the low bridge that led
to the big barn doors. Smith saw bim almost as soon,
and cried out excitedly, *' Hello, Jamie Blake. I was
just wanting somebody to bhelp me. Come here, and
hold onto this kite."

Jamie's eyes followed up the kite string to where the
kite was sailing in the air ; such a royal, big kite that he
prompily forgat wiit he had come for, and rushed over
and grasped the string, or, perhaps, more properly, kite
rope ; for it was a heavy twine, doubled, and almost as
large as a rope. It was hitched once around a stake, else
it might have pulled Jamie off bis feet, for it was a very
large, strange looking kite, without any tail ; and it stood
straight up over our heads, not off to the side, as all the
kites had done that Jamie had ever seen,

‘* Ain’t that » buster of a kite?"’ asked Smith, noting
Jamie®h’ admiring gaze. ‘' I made it after a plan in the
Scientific Journal, and it will lift more than fifty pounds.”
All the while, he was busy with the things that he had
fastened to his shoulder, which the boy kuew must be
one of the flying machines that he had heard about.
There was a pair of cloth wings, resembling the wings of
the butterfly in shape, and a great many stout wires were
attached to wings at different points, and also to two flat
sticks which Stmith was fastening to his arms and wrists
with straps.

** Are you going up in the air to fly the kite?"’ asked
Jamie,

“No,"” said Smith. *‘ The kite is to help me rise, And
when I have risen I'll wind up the cord, and fasten the
kite to this stick where it will act asa sail. Now I am
most ready. When I get those wings up you hand me
the cord, and see that the end of it is clear of the stake.”

Smith laboriously raised the wings of his flying
machine until they looked like great sails on each side
of his body. Jamie was about to hand him the kite cord
when a brisk gnst of wind struck the big wings with such
force as to cause the man to lose his balance, so that he
tottered uncertainly for an instant om the edge of the
bridge. As he lost control of limeell he made a great
swoop with one of his wings, and & wire caught Jamie at
the back of the neck ; and man, boy, flying machine and
all went off the bridge and down among the long weeds
in a tangled mass. Neither one of thend was hurt at all,
but hing very pected happened just then.

A little black hen had been nestling her brood of chicks
in the weeds under the edge of - the bridge : and one of
the safls of the machine fell flat.upon her. She wiggled
out from under it with an angry squall, just as Jami®
was scrambling to his feet. The cries of the imprisoned
chickens lashed her to fury, and ruffling her feathers,
she came at Jamie like a bomb shell ; lighting on his
shounlders, on his head, everywhere; strikiog with her
feet, beating with her wings ; as he remarked afterward,
‘ the air i full of feathers. Jamie bled over
backward, and then got up and fled. The black hen did
not follow him, for her chicks were calling in the
opposite direction. Spying Smith waisly trying to get
out, she promptly pounced uponm him. The poor fellow
was so tangled up in his flying contrivance that he could
not defend himself, and the enraged hen waltzed up and
down the prostrate body of the inventor, now and then
getting in a good dig with her sharp beak.

Pinally he managed to pull a sail over his head for
protection ; and by that time, Mrs, Smith, a woman as

ctical as her husband was visi y, appeared on the

you can think it out,” she said as she disappeared into
the kitchen. When she came back, Jamie was sitting on
the dining room sofa, reflecting.

‘I guess I know what you mean,”’ he said. ' You
mean that I had better do things that I can do well, and
not be trying to do things that I can't do at all.”

*“That's it,"’ said his mother, and she again dissppeared
into the kitchen with her hauds full of dishés. When
she returned he was still there, and evidently he had
been doing some more deep thinking.

“That would be a good thing for old Mr, Smith to
know, wouldn't it. Then if he would stop trying to
make flying machines, and tend to his farm, he would be
better off.”’

“‘ Exactly,” said Mrs, Blake, Jaughing merrily. *‘You
had better go and tell him so0.” H

Jamie picked up his hat, and went out into the front
yard. He was thinking very seriously of what his mother
had said only in & joke, He had heard his father and
otbers say that Smith was letting his place go to rack
and ruin, while he himself was p ing some visionary
fancy. Now that his mother had mentioned it, he began
to think that Smith ought to be told about it. He had
the whole of that Saturday’s afternoon to himself. There
was nothing to hinder; so he_set out scross the fields
towards Smith's place, 1t was not very ﬁmy. and he

hmll in

scene, She bad the hen under a basket in a jiffy and
Jamie sat on the basket while she unstrapped her husband,
exclaiming as she did so: * You'll kill yourself 8i; I
know you'll kill yourself !"

“1 wouldn't hiad a scratch if it hadn't been for that
old hen,” he insisted stoutly.

hen he was freed, Juniz tipped the basket over, and
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In Earthen Vessels.

By J. W. WEDDRLL, D. D.

This friend of mine has been telling me of a work of
grace in the Master's name. I am touched and lifted by
it. - But the man who was the instrument in God’s hand
for the marvelous doing. Alas! just & word and a shake
of the hand, It is enough ; we understand -each other.
No, he has not gone wholly wrong, he isa Christian still,
but the life has not tallied with the gracious deed, you
would not associate his name with it today. Andthen as
I turnjaway, my hestt a bit burdéned with the thought of
it, there comes this truthful, helpful scripture now : “We
have this treasure in earthen vessels.” (2 Cor. 4:7).

How often I have to .say it in extremity and also in
extenuation ! The treasure, it is very glorious; it is
heavenly, The vessel—well, the most we can say and
the least—it is earthly, at times very earthly, But then
I remember that the '‘ excellency” isto be *of God.”
Here at the mint, the ingots of gold look bright and
shining. This is true excellency and glory, But yonder
in the hills I recall the rough uncomely earth and quartz
of the refractory ore. The vessel earthly, but it carried
treasure.

I stée the disciples about the Master. They have gotten
something of the heavenly grace into their souls. Then
I hear them calling down fire from heaven or seeking
placein the kingdom. Ves, even after Pentecost, sbut-
ting up the kingdom for a season to themselves and their
own, and I say, and it wonderfully clarifies one’s judg-
ment in the matter, *' we have the tressure in earthen
vessels.”

Old Israel, fed of mauna, followed by the Rock, beck-
oned by a land flowiug with milk and honey, yet crying
out against God and God’s chosen men, and desiring
leeks of EHgypt and the idols of the nations; and this
newer Israel preserved from s Nero and yet in the dark
ages giving back to Nero's cruelty and murder toward
the loyal and the lowly ; and in our own day at times
sitting in ease and comfort (while thousand perish for
food ), or shutting themselves up to the cushioned fast-
nesses of our modern sanctuaries, while the great multi-
tude goes stumbling toward the pit, unchecked, scarcely
wartied, O brothers, indeed we bear this treasure in
‘' earthien vessels.” God forgive us!

Iiook upon those about. They often fail us, often
grieve and disappoint. Yet, behind and beneath it all,
some good in every man, ' We have this freasure in
earthen vessels.'" The vessel earthen, but soine treasure
there. Oh to see things as Jesus saw them. By the pool
side, there at the well-curb of Samaria, out among publi-
cans and s Barthen vessels, but h 1y treasure.
And for that tressure, its uplift and redemption, he gave
himeelf. Ves, into an earthen .yessel that could be
moved, and sh 1 and broken, he put himself and the
unspeakable treasure of his own life that he might save
such as are we. Wonderful condescension! He made
himeelf of no reputation, he took upon himself the form
of a sérvant, he that was equal with God—treasure in
earthen vessels indeed! And when they put the mail
through hand and foot and pressed the spear to the side,
they hurt, grieviously hurt the vessel, but the treasure,
that was secure, committed as it was to God who judgeth
i

y.

And who but hath thissame word <o speak in meek
peni and confession as he iders himself : * We
have this treasure in earthen vessels,”” So many things
done amiss ; so many things left altogether undone ; so
few words well spoken, so many wrongly ; so little like-
ness to the Master, so much of the world and the flesh.
Ah me! We have this treasure in earthen vessels,
earthen still in spite of the glorious treasure.

Well, this we can do. We can discriminite and dis-
cern, With the spiritnal-mindeduess of % Cor. 2, we
shall lutely exalt the h ly t above the
earthen vessel. In others we shall try to see more the
heavenly than that which is of the earth; in ourselves
we shall care’more for the soul than for the body,
though not careless of either. *‘* And people tell us that
the race for whom our missionaries are thus giving their
toil, their talents, their life, isa decaying race, and that
in fifty years not ome of them will be left—that (you
know who it is that is speaking—Henry Drummond.)
That I ider the mobl ple of the sacrifice of
Christ.” Be like him. :

And this also we will do. We will try to cleanse the
veasel more and more, and fit it to its burthen as celes-
tial treasure. Nota jewel in s swine’s snout, but apples
of gold in pictures of silver. We will do this for our own
sakes. The Httle boat that went down in the night nnder
the great ocean ship, had its light burming; but the
lanips had been untended, and had grown smoky and
dim. For self-protection we must cleanse the vessel that
sk
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